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AUGUST. 


There is an elasticity in its airy stalk which sets 
its drooping bells almost perpetually in motion, so 
that it has been happily imagined that the fairy 
queen is soothed on night serene with “ faint sweet 
tones'’ of its “ soft bells pealing.” One can 
scarcely view this pretty blossom without our 
thoughts recurring to the days of childhood, and 
to the early rambles over barren downs, which bv 
occasional patches of gorse, and heath, and wild 
thyme, and knots of Harebells, were rendered in- 
teresting and delightful. 

“ Where feathery fern and golden broom 
Increase the sand-rock cavern’s gloom. 

I’ve seen thee tangled, 

Mid tufts of purple heather bloom, 

By vain Arachne’s treacherous loom, 

With dew-drops spangled. 

“ Midst ruins trembling to decay, 

Thy flowers their heavenly hues display, 

Still freshly springing 
Where pride and pomp have pass’d away. 

On mossy tomb and turret grey. 

Like friendship clinging. 

“ When glow-worm lights illume the scene. 

And silvery daisies dot the green, 

Thy flowers revealing ; 

Perchance to soothe the fairy queen 
With faint, sweet tones, on night serene, 

Thy soft bells pealing. 

“ But most I love thine azure braid. 

When softer flowers are all decay’d. 

And thou appearest 
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Stealing along the hedge-row shade, 

Like joys that linger as they fade. 

Whose last are dearest. 

“ Thou art the flower of memory j 
The pensive soul recalls in thee 
The year’s past pleasures ; 

And led by kindred thoughts will flee 
Till back to careless infancy 
The path she measures. 

“ Beneath autumnal breezes bleak 
So faintly fair, so sadly meek, 

I’ve seen thee bending ; 

Pale as the pale blue veins that streak 
Consumption’s thin transparent cheek 
With death hues blending. 

“ Thou shalt be sorrow’s love and mine. 

The violet and the eglantine 
With spring are banished ; 

In summer’s beam the roses shine, 

But I of thee my wreath will twine, 

When these are vanished.” 

H. Heber. 

On passing over a dreary heath, we are often 
struck with delight on beholding springing up 
among the heather, and the golden furze these 
graceful bells of delicate blue, which seem to 
say,— 

“ Are we not beautiful ? are not we 

The darlings of mountain, and woodland and lea? 

Plunge into the forest— are we not fair ? 

Go to the high-road— we’ll meet you there I 
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